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FREE Competition inside! 


PARTY DRESSES TO BE WOW 


LADY PENELOPE, 
THE MAN FROM U.N.C.L.E., MARINA, 
BEWITCHED, PERILS OF PARKER, 
BEVERLY HILLBILLIES 


TRY, TRY, TRY 
AGAIN! 


This is my sixth attempt to write to 
you. The first time I wrote, I dropped 
jam on the letter. The next one was 
trodden on by Dad, since I always lie 
on the floor when I’m writing. The 
next one I posted to my pen pal by 
mistake. My sister knocked ink over 
the fourth letter, and on the fifth the 
ink started to run. This letter I 
finished and rushed to the post box 
with it before anything else could 
happen. 


Cheryl Allsop, 
Halesowen. 


But what was it you wanted to say? 


Soft Centre 
I walked into a shop which had only 
just opened near where I live. The 
lady behind the counter told me that 
since I was her first customer I could 
have a free box of chocolates. When 
I was going out, she said, “If there’s 
anything wrong with them, bring 
them back unopened!” 
Jacqueline Kirsh, 
Manchester. 


I’VE BEEN FRAMED! 


It’s no joke being a short-sighted horse. 
For one thing, horse spectacles aren’t 
on the National Health, and for 
another, it means you have to carry a 
parrot around on your head to tell you 
what number bus is «coming. Still, 
Toggle the horse and Polonisia the 
parrot have formed a a 
beautiful working re- ee 
lationship . . . and 
youll be seeing 


them later on 
screen in the 
film ‘Dr. 


Doolittle.” 


PRIZEWINNERS! 


HERE are the names of the winners of the “Name The Dress” 

Competition in issue 28 of LADY PENELOPE. A lovely Vennings 
dress is on its way to each of the following readers: Gaynor Butler, 
St. Dials; Deborah Larrad, Reading; Anne Fay, Wolverhampton; 
Susan Cary, Newton Heath; Rona Keans, Churchtown; Yvonne 
Lowe, Leeds; Beverley Hodson, Leigh; Sylvia Griffith, Eltham; 
Maria Beattie, London; Ann Woollard, Swansea. 


Full House! 


Im our family are two large grey- 
hounds (a father and son), and two 
mongrel dogs, one of which is called 
Tatty Mush because she has a beard. 
There are two cats, one tomcat and a 
~female Persian who has three kittens. 
All the kittens are practically identical 
with a black streak running from 
their noses to their tails. Their 
mother is called Wednesday because 
that’s the day we got her. Then there 
are the tortoises, Parker ‘and Willum, 
a fish called Fred and two budgies, 
both called Joey. Last but not least 
there’s the hamster, Samantha (be- 
cause she twitches her nose.) By the 
way, I also have two brothers and a 
long-suffering Mum. 
Lorraine Gower, 
Brighton. 


Ticket to ride 

When cycling through the park, I 
rode over a large notice painted on 
the ground which said NO CYCLING. 
I carried on and a park-keeper told 
me to take my bike home. When I 
got back, my Dad told me off for 
riding on pavements because I might 
knock someone down. He also told 
me not to ride on the road because 
someone might knock me down. 
‘Where am I supposed to ride, on the 
rooftops or in the air? I just don’t 
know what to do. 


Shirley Pope, 
London. 


You certainly have a problem. Perhaps 
there’s a park somewhere within walking 


distance where you are allowed to ride 
your bike. Then you could wheel it along 
pavements, till you get there. The alterna- 


tive is to write a very pleading letter to 
your local council offices asking them if 
they can help—they’re the ones with the 
power to do something. 


NO GOSSIPING! 


Nothing annoys me more than when 
I am sitting in a bus and two women 
are sitting behind gossiping in loud 
voices, telling each other about the 
argument the Smiths had last night 
or about the wallpaper in Edna’s 
kitchen. I don’t know about anyone 
else, but I like sitting on the bus 
minding my own business, not being 
forced to listen to other people gossip- 
ing about things that are none of their 


business. 
Alison Belsey, 
West Drayton. 


BEAT THAT! 
My family all live in roads which 
have boys’ names. For instance, my 
Auntie Vera lives in Lennard Road, 
my Uncle Billy lives in Neal Road, 
my granny’s moved from Nigel Road 
into Albert Road and I live in Herbert 
Avenue. 
Barbara Andrews, 
Poole. 
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FREE INSIDE EVERY COPY NEXT WEEK... A DAINTY COTTON HANDKERCHIEF 


Illya and Napoleon, suspecting that 
U.N.C.L.E. agent Rose Standon has been 
kidnapped by the ex-actress wife of the 
Rumarian president, break into his palace. 


THE VEST LINRAVELS INTO! 
A STOUT NYLON LINE... 


% 


YOU 7O CATGH GOLD, 4 
20 WE ? 


WED BETTER 
HURRY BEFORE 
SOMEONE 
COMES 
LOOKING. 


THEY RETURN TO THE 
DINING ROOM... 


OKAY; ILLYA... 

LETS CONTINUE if 
OM°” SEARCH... BUT BE 
CAREFLIL, WHICH SAFES 
VOU OPEN ...WEVE j 

PUN OUT OF 

STRING VESTS La 


© 1966 METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER 


ARDROSE, 
1LYA...(7L CET 
THe PRESSING 


Sa 
VAT 
ue) da) 
SL 


SA , 
5 POLEON NOTICES Z ILLYA HELPS HIS 
ASMUDGE ON ONE 5 FRIEND TO REACH 
SIDE OF THE cs S THE CEILING... 
ORNAMENTATIONG... 
LZ 


> 
we 


é : WHAT HAVE 
\ : : YOu FOLIND 2? 
S . 
LP... YOu 
= = | 


> 3 . 
5 Y eR IT WEVE FOLIND , ay ’ ‘a 
+ i ee SOMETHING, ILLYA...Y | g 
Ne “KA A CAWTY IN THE Z y, 
j ome WWE. H oe : ae 
| if ct ( ot = G 


eT a 
THEY STUDY THE 
9@CROLL FOR TEN 
FULL MINUTES... 
1 1 


THE NEW GUARD i 

QUICKLY FINDS | 

THE OLD... ! 
=e 


YES... 7HE 
QUESTION (5, WHAT 


\ = . Va 


LADY PENELOPE September 17, 1966 NEXT WEEK: ‘‘We've come too far to fail now... 


THE FINAL INSTALMENT OF FILE NUMBER 77737 FROM LADY PENELOPE’S OWN 


HI, FOLKS... 


HE headmistress’s study was 
little more than a shambles. 
Dorothea Longman, in all her 

years as a teacher, had never seen 
anything like it. Trembling with rage, 
she righted the overturned water-jug, 
the contents of which Mavis~ had 
deliberately and carefully tipped all 
over the conference table. 

The chimpanzee had gone. At the 
very mention of the word “zoo” from 
one of the scandalised governors, Mavis 
had fled through the french windows 
of the study, across the long lawn at 
the rear of the school, and over a high 
spiked wall that marked the boundary 
to a large country estate. 

Carol Campbell found her voice 
again. All sorts of horrible visions had 
been conjuring themselves up in her 
brain, from expulsion to actual 
physical violence, and she wished 
desperately that she could sit down. 

“Miss Longman . . . there’s got to 
be some legitimate reason for this. 
Mavis is terribly intelligent . . . she’s 
not naturally mischievous at all.” 

There was a contemptuous snort 
from Colonel Leaper, one of the 
Governors. “Mischievous? That ape’s 
downright malicious,” he barked. “I 
suggest that as soon as the zoo has 
been notified, the owner of the estate 
is warned that a dangerous and 
destructive wild animal is at large!” 

Tate, the magistrate, and his 
solicitor colleague, Watkins, had 
armed themselves with a pair of stout 
walking sticks from a corner stand. 
“We'd better go round and contact 
the owner personally. Then we can 
volunteer to join a search party to 
hunt the grounds.” Carol couldn’t 
help thinking that Tate’s posture, the 
walking stick held like a sword, was 
more suited to a desperate general 
about to lead four men against four 
thousand. “The estate belongs to 
Lady Penelope Creighton- Ward,” put 
in Colonel Leaper. “Maybe Miss 
Longman will contact the zoo while 
we go on ahead.” 

The four governors marched off 
through the french windows in grand 
style, shouldering their sticks, and 
Carol, out of Miss Longman’s mind for 
the moment, slipped after them. 

“Ym sure Mavis will be more than 
a match for any of them,” she sighed, 
“but I'd better go along, too.” 


AROL watched from the shelter 

of a neatly-trimmed row of 

ornamental bushes as the governors, 

having stepped their way smartly up a 

long gravel driveway, beat an imper- 

ious tattoo on the massive front doors 
of the impressive mansion. 

There was a long pause, and much 
shifting and restless fidgeting of feet, 
before a figure in shirtsleeves, a 
maroon chauffeur’s cap on the back 
of his head, came scrunching around 
the side of the mansion, drying his 

“hands on a wash-leather. 

“Ah, chauffeur,” barked Colonel 
Leaper. “May we see her ladyship?” 

“Er ladyship is at present in 
London,” said the chauffeur haughtily 
lifting his great beak of a nose. 

Tate, the magistrate, immediately 
launched into the story of Mavis’s 
incredible rampage, and Carol saw the 


6 


Mavis, 


the almost human chimpanzee that Carol 


Campbell’s Uncle Jeremiah brings back from Africa, 
turns out to be something of a headache! When Mavis 


rolls up at Carol’s school and hurls the place into chaos, 
it's bad enough . . . but when she goes on to a Governors’ 
meeting and wrecks that, it’s disaster! 


chauffeur’s eyes widen. “We'd best 
start searching right away,” snapped 
Watkins. “Look here, Perkins, or 
Parker, or whatever your name is. 
You know these grounds . . . where’s 
the best place to start?” 

“My name,” began Parker . . . but 
he got no further. There was a sudden 
roar from the side of the house . . . 
the unmistakable sound of a car. 

Instantly, Parker whirled on his 
heel and galloped for the corner, the 
governors after him. For a moment, 
they disappeared from Carol’s view. 
Then, seconds later, the elegantly 
familiar nose of Lady Penelope’s 
famous Rolls Royce slid into sight. 

“Mavis!” Carol gasped in horror, 
and ran involuntarily from cover. 
There, sitting confidently at the 
wheel of the dream car, was none other 
than Uncle Jeremiah’s chimp! 

A couple of healthy revs on the 


accelerator, and FAB 1 was off down 
the drive, even as Parker stumbled 
into view, roaring with rage! 

With sinking heart, Carol scuttled 
back through the shrubbery as the 
car disappeared from view. Damage 
to school property, trespass, and now 
theft. Where was the nightmare 
going to end? 


AROL’S mother came down the 

stairs of their small suburban 
house with a worried expression on 
her face. 

“Tt’s no use, Uncle Jeremiah,” she 
said. “Mavis definitely isn’t in the 
house.” 

Uncle Jeremiah made irritable 
noises into his cup of tea. “Lay you 
ten to one she’s gone after Carol,” he 
muttered. “Took a rare fancy to 
Carol, did Mavis.” 

Mrs. Campbell looked horrified. 
“Uncle Jeremiah! You don’t mean 
that Mavis might actually have 
followed Carol to school . . .” 

“Oh, she'll have behaved herself,” 


cackled Uncle Jeremiah. “Might even 
have taught the teachers a thing or 
two!” 

Carol’s mother picked her mac 
from the hallstand, and opened the 
front door. “‘Come on, Uncle Jeremiah. 
I think we'd better check up!” 


“ DON’T believe it.” The desk 
sergeant at the police station put 

down the telephone and _ stared 

incredulously at the duty officer. 

“A stolen car alert, sir. The 
Creighton-Ward Rolls. But—but they 
say it’s been nicked by a monkey!” 

“Men or monkeys,” snapped the 
duty officer. “If they steal cars, we 
stop ’em. Set up road blocks at once, 
sergeant.” And then, with a start of 
surprise “Did you say a 
monkey .. .?” 

Carol Campbell ran out of the big 
gateway to Lady Penelope’s mansion. 
Parker and the governors had 
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TOP SECRET DOSSIERS! 


MEET MAVIS! 


already disappeared back inside the 
house. 

There was no sign at all of FAB 1, 
but a baker’s van was just appearing 
round a bend a hundred yards away 
to the left. 

Carol flagged the baker down. 
“Excuse me,” she panted, “but have 
you passed a large, pink-coloured 
Rolls Royce in the last couple of 
minutes?” 

The baker shook his head. ‘“‘Not me, 
Miss. Haven’t seen anything of it.” 

Carol looked back to her right, 
where the road disappeared over a 
dip into the Farnwell Valley. “So 
Mavis must have gone that way,” she 
muttered. 

There was nothing for it. She had 
to ask for the baker’s help. Carol 
expected that the man would take 
some convincing. After all, who'd 
believe such an improbable story? 
But eventually, she got the faintly 
bewildered baker to give her a lift 
down the road, and soon the van was 
tearing along the route taken by the 
chimpanzee. 

“Any idea where she might’ve been 
heading?” asked the baker. Carol 
shook her head. Now they were 
roaring up the steep slope of Monu- 
ment Hill, past Jordan’s Cafe, and 
along the ridge road beside the 
Farnwell lake. 

Another mile . . . then another. 

And then, as they came round a 
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long, curving bend, the baker stepped 
on the brakes. A police car was drawn 
across the road, and a uniformed 
driver stood in front of it, waving 
them down. 


HE policeman had only glanced 
into the van. Then, apparently 
satisfied, he had waved the baker on. 
But with a word of thanks to the 
van-man, Carol had dropped out. 
Obviously, this was a road block set 
up to halt Mavis. Obviously, she 
hadn’t come this far. So somewhere 
on the road between the policeman 
and Lady Penelope’s home, the chimp 
had turned the car off the main road. 
Carol said nothing to the police- 
man, but began the long walk back 
down the highway, keeping an eye 
open for turnings off. 

She climbed almost to the crest of 
Monument Hill before she found it. 
Just a track, dipping sharply away 
to the left towards the Farnwell 
hydro-electric dam. But there in the 
mud were fresh tyre-tracks, and 
surely . . , down through the trees... 
yes, there it was! The stolen car! 

Carol broke into a run as a curious 
thought struck her. This place—the 
Farnwell Dam! This was where Mavis 
had gone exploring only the day 
before, when they’d all been out on a 
cycle trip... 


RS. CAMPBELL and Uncle 
Jeremiah stood in front of the 
school building talking to the head- 


mistress, Miss Longman. The teacher’s 
face was still extremely stony, but 
Carol’s mother was an old friend, and 
it wasn’t as though the chimpanzee 
actually belonged to‘her. 

“My good man,” Miss Longman 
boomed at Uncle Jeremiah. “The 
police, officials from the zoo, half the 
countryside is scouring the locality 
for this animal of yours. I only hope 
you feel ashamed!” 

For once, Uncle Jeremiah had 
nothing to say. He hung his head 
uncomfortably. “I’m sorry about all 
the damage in your school, ma’am. 
Tl have it put right, of course. But 
Mavis must’ve had a reason. You can 
believe me or not, but it’s true. If only 
the gel had come to me, maybe I 
could have figured out what was on 
her mind.” 

Miss Longman was about to make 
some acid comment, when the roar of 
a motor-bike drowned everything, and 
a police dispatch rider drew in to the 
kerb. 

“She’s been spotted,” said the 
policeman, pushing up his goggles. 
“The chimp’s on the wall of the 
Farnwell Dam, and there’s a young 
girl with her.” 

“Carol!” gasped Mrs. Campbell. 
“Quickly. We’ve. got to get there 
before some awful accident happens!” 


CAROL crouched on the edge of the 

dam overhang, on one side of her 
deep water, on the other, a sheer drop 
down the concrete wall for hundreds 
of feet. Mavis was behind her, calm 
now, just watching and waiting. 

On the far bank of the reservoir 
lake, people were gathering, and 
Carol waited until she could see the 
figures of her mother and Miss Long- 
man amidst the police and other 


officials who’d come to see what was 
happening. 

Then the girl stood up, and cupped 
her hands to her mouth. “We're quite 
safe here, and we don’t need to be 
rescued,” she shouted. “But you'd 
better send a dam engineer out to join 
us, because I think Mavis has spotted 
something important.” 

A man in yellow overalls appeared 
at the. front of the crowd and ran 
confidently out along the dam, fol- 
lowed by a cautious-looking police- 
man. 

As the engineer reached her side, 
Carol pointed over the edge of the 
concrete. “Down there,” she said. 
“Mavis must have seen them first, 
because she practically dangled me 
over the edge to take a look.” 

There were small cracks, running 
in a criss-cross pattern over the 
concrete face. Tiny cracks, sure 
enough, but they brought a gasp of 
horror to the engineer’s lips. 

“Good grief! The first signs of 
stress-failure! If these had gone on 
spreading un-noticed, the whole dam 
could have collapsed without warn- 
ning!” 

“And four villages would have been 
utterly swamped,” said Carol, patting 
Mavis rather proudly on the shoulder. 
“No wonder she was chucking water 
about all over the place. She was just 
trying to tell us the danger.” 


AVIS was the heroine of the 

hour. Forgotten, the havoc she 
had wreaked in the school. Forgotten 
the time and trouble of the local 
police. Forgotten, of course, the 
possibility of sending her to a zoo. 

Instead, a public reception, to be 
held on the following Saturday, and 
presided over by Lady Penelope 
herself, who would have returned in 
the meantime from London. 

“We may be h’able to provide a 
tour of the valley in ’er Ladyship’s 
car,” put in Parker, having made a 
careful inspection of his beloved 
FAB 1. Mavis capered up and down 
and gibbered something in monkey 
talk. 

Carol translated—hbecause she hon- 
estly believed she could understand 
what the monkey was saying. ‘‘Mavis 
agrees,” she said, “as long as you 


drive, this time.” 
THE END. 
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IT’S JUST 
LIKE THE 
REAL THING, 
THIS LOVELY 
ADY PENELOPE TEA 
SET IN ‘PENELOPE PINK’. 

A REAL 29 PIECE TEA SET WHICH 
INCLUDES AN AUTHENTIC GEORGIAN 
TEA-POT, SUGAR-BOWL, MILK-JUG AND TABLE 

MATS, EACH ‘WITH ITS OWN LADY PENELOPE MONO- 
GRAM, AND MADE OF THE HIGHEST QUALITY MATERIALS. 


Pordy Penelope Ten Pet 
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THE CONTINUING STORY OF LADY PENELOPE—WHO APPEARS IN GERRY ANDERSON’S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 
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HE MONKEES ARE COMING! THE MONKEES ARE COMING! THE MO 


THE MONKEES 4 


“\YOU want to find out all about us?” asked Woolhat. “You'd better ask our press 
agent.” 
“Yeah,” said Mickey. ‘‘He’s the guy who puts the creases in our trousers.” 

Davy looked up at me with those big, heart-melting eyes. “The truth is, Lady Penelope, 
we don’t have a publicity man. We're just four struggling boys, trying desperately to make it on 
the beat scene.” 

“You'll find how we get on,” explained Peter, “when our smash-hit television show fills your screens 
in January!” 
So these were the Monkees. Long hair and mod gear. Guitars. 
“understand,” | said evenly, “that one is expected to have a gimmick these days. Care to tell me about 


yours?” 
Instantly, the mod gear disappeared, and the Monkees stood there in long white coats. “In case you're 
wondering,” said Woolhat, “this is what the best-dressed inventors are wearing. Now geritiemen...” (he 


turned to the others) “. . . we must invent a gimmick. Peter, do you know what a gimmick looks like?” Peter 
shook his head. “We'll find out when our smash-hit show goes on television in January," he said. 
Frankly, | was bewildered. “How on earth,” | asked Mickey, ‘did you change your clothes like that? And look— 
now you're back the way you were before!” Mickey looked at Davy, and Davy looked from Peter to Woolhat. “Say, 
maybe that’s our gimmick,” they all said at once. 
Desperately intrigued, | decided that | wouldn’t wait until January to catch this live-wire group. “I invite 
you to begin your incredible adventures in the very next issue of this magazine," | announced. 
“Fine,” said Woolhat, and the Monkees immediately became evil professors in black hats and cloaks, and 
false beards. 
a “We've got to fix up some shrinking potion,” explained Peter. “Otherwise we'll never fit into those crazy little 
pictures in your paper.” 
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"THE MONKEES ARE COMING! 


i ee oe AND INTRODUCING 


The MONKEES! | 


FREE! 


INSIDE EVERY 
COPY... 


a free dainty cotton 
handkerchief, decor- 
ated with her ladyship’s 
initial... Lady Pene- 
lope’s personal gift to 
YOU! 


PLUS 


all your old 
favourites ... 


LADY PENELOPE « THE MAN 
FROM U.N.C.L.E. « BEWITCHED 
MARINA e PERILS OF PARKER 
BEVERLY HILLBILLIES « 

SPACE FAMILY ROBINSON « 


Don’t miss next week’s LADY PENELOPE! 


PS 


They’re the wackiest beat group you've ever met, and they'll be 
hitting the TV screens soon . . . but YOU can be first to get with the 
Monkees craze! It’s gonna be sensational! 


AND OF COURSE... 


FAB CLUB FASHION orrerine 
TEN REAL FUR COATS AS 
COMPETITION PRIZES! 


Order NOW! Out WEDNESDAY! 7d 
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é REE STAMP COEEECTORS ahi 


Everythi: ng for the Stamp Collector Ps <i 
ABSOLUTELY FREE, including: 
%& Stamp Spotting send 4 82 
%& 70 Foreign and Colonial Stamps ce ¥ Zh 
%& Stamp Album : ey 
%* Transparent Envelopes Nig 
%*& Prize set of 9 Hungarian stamps iF = 
%& Magnifying Glass RG a 
dust fill in the coupon below and enclose 9d. for ppp fo 
postage and packing. Our famous discount pictorial a 
Approvals will accompany each free outfit. , ¥ ae A. { 
Please tell your parents you are writing. 


ELEGANCE ...CHARM... 
DEADLY DANGER ... 


Te aaa eae laa enter eetenetee aeteta| 
1 Please send Free Gift and Approvals as advertised to: 
1 NAME ........ 
I ADDRESS . 


I 
| THE BRIDGNORTH STAMP CO. LTD. (DEPT. 8.142), BRIDGNORTH, SHROPSHIRE 7 


(ec ee ee ee cee ce ee ee ee ee ell 


FREE! 50 GREAT BRITAIN STAMPS 
Yes, absolutely free ! 


To get this wonderful new free gift of 50 
different Great Britain stamps, together 
with Approvals, just post your coupon as 
soon as possible and enclose 4d. postage. 


with 

LADY PENELOPE:|| '-— 7 per Statps io coo, Much Wenlock Salop. 1 

THE MAN FROM UNCLE: PERILS OF PARKER: SPACE ockista mtr C¥iaie onivue e aee 
FAMILY ROBINSON: MARINA... ANG MANY MOPE]] 1 were nmin 


eS Can you spot a willow or a spruce? 
Collect the new Brooke Bond picture 
cards and be a tree expert! 


Imagine it-being ableto spotthetrees _ there are 50 cards in all. Start collecting! 


of Britain on sight! To be able to say, Get the special album. It holds all the 
“That oneisalarch", or an oak, ora cards —and gives lots of extra facts and 
yew —and be right every time! That is illustrations, including the winter 

what you can do when you collect the identification of trees and twigs. It 

new Brooke Bond ‘Trees in Britain’ costs just 6d. from your grocer (or write to 
picture cards. There are two cards to Brooke Bond Tea Limited, Picture Card 
each tree (one shows the tree, the Division, Goulston Street, London, E.1. 
other shows the bark, the leaves, the Enclose 6d. postal order). Cards and 

fruit — all the recognition details). And albums available in U.K. only. 


PICTURE 
CARDS FREE IN 
ALL PACKETS OF 
BROOKE BOND TEA & 


ILLUSTRATED & DESCRIBED BY MICHAEL YOUENS PRICE SIXPENCE 
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Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown... and are now lost in space! 


Timand Tam haverecovered 
the Stone of Nephor from 
the Serons. Trapped at the 
cliff edge, Tim drops the 
stone. He is about to pick 
it up when the stone takes 
on a strange appearance . 


LOOK! 17'S 
WEMAR! NOW 
LkNOW WAY He * 
ATTACHES SUCH WEN ™® 
MPORTANCE TO 4 Xi 
THE STONE.I7’S pk 
A SEER STONE - JS 


MYVIAARP AND +S 
DOGS SHALL 
PAY FOR THE... 
SOME DAY 
THE ¥ SHALL 
PAK 


FRIENDS, EVEN 
THE STOWE OF MY 
ANCESTORS HAS (78 
LUANTS. EARTH 7S. 
BEYOND 7S POWER... 
B07 (7 DOES INDICATE 
THAT YOUR WAY LIES 
BEVOND THE GALAXY, 
OF THE SCORPION. 


[SOME TIME LATER... 


PAREWELL. ~ 


THE FEVORAV 
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WELCOME , 
MY CHILDREN. 
(AM PLEASED TO 
SEE YOU BACK 
SAFELY 


HIME VOL BEEN > 
TOE BSCATION'S 
OYXEO... WE'RE 

REACK FO 

BO. 


AS [Boeavees SERON| 
Pi [Boeavees 


BUT 
WHAT DOES a, 


17 MEAN = 
3 anh: i aN 
WE'VE B07 72, 
REACH WYMAR* 


SHIP. a 


(7 MEANS 
WE'RE OKAK 
7AM. WYMAR /S- 

WAITING FOR US 
N OU7 THERE. 
COME ON 


THE STONE 
OF NEPHOR! MY 
PEOPLE Wit BE 
ETERWALLY GRATEFUL, 
OMLY COMMAND /77 
AND. WHATEVER 
\ fm Mv POWER 


4 
L\ 


CAV 
YOUR SEER 
STONE SUIDE 
OS AOME TO 
CARTHP 


(HOPE 
WIMIAR'S STONE 
WAS KYCA7. THA. 
SET COURSE FOR 
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Not just the ones you play. Ones like the THE pizza 


prettiest girl in Britain, the dizziest job in 
London, the most mouth-watering recipe in 
FAB Food Dept., and things like that. But 
before we get to work, must tell you that 


FAB Club is hunting for recerds this week. EST JOB IN LONDON 


is iS 
FAB Club will be breaking its own record aah Bas has to tackle 
next week .. . and bursting into colour. Cleaning the 
Don't miss it! of the 


ae se soe enonday morning: 


It's at a moment like 
this that a full-grown beauty 
queen starts weeping. But not these 
contestants for the Prettiest Little Girl 
In Britain title. They seemed quite 
content about the judges’ 
choice... Tessa Roberts, 
who's seated, and wearing 
the floral crown. 


CRISPS—thirty bags in just 
under an hour without a 
drink—were eaten by a boy 
at Upminster in 1959... . 


AN OYSTER opening 
SHORTEST place- record was set up in 
name in the world France when a res- 
is the French _ taurant owner open- 


village of Y ... ed 100 in z minutes in 
1957 «00 
e 
BEST book for records is “The 
r: Guinness Book of Records” 
which is chock full of them! 
FAB MUNCHY, CRUNCHY FINGERS ¢ ) 
FOOD YOU NEED: 4 oz. butter; 24 oz. sugar; we . a 
DEPT. I tablespoon Sunny Spread; 5 0z. Quick 4 PED 
ROIEIGIRS OEE A RECORD-BREAKING MUM! 
YOU JUST: Put butter, sugar and Sunny Spread into a } Here's Fluffy the farm cat, of Towcester, with her latest 
pan and melt gently over a low heat. Add the oats, mix, then § kitten, Sam. Nothing strange about that . . . except for the 
spoon out into a greased tin, about 7 ins. by 13 ins. Bake in @ fact that Fluffy is at least a hundred in cat years! By 
the oven (at 350 deg. F or Gas No. 4) for about 15 minutes, § normal reckoning, she's just coming round to her 21st Meriel Har: 
until it is firm and golden. Take out of oven and mark into birthday. And... just had another thought! Fluffy's 
fingers before it cools. Break up into fingers when quite cold. } probably a great-great-great-great-great-grandmother » 


or more, too! 


THE BIG 6° 


The record-breaking line-up—in 
mini-skirts, of course !> 


It's all legs as Operation Big- 2 | 
Squeeze gets under way! 


Meet fifteen 
British girls who have 
out-squeezed the Ameri- 
cans! After hearing that four- 
teen American college girls had set 
up a world record by packing themselves 
into one mini-car, the British girls decided to 
have a go at breaking the record. And they did! 
It was a bit of a squash, but soon they were 


all aboard, complete with record-breaking smiles! Patricia Ma 


Published by City Magazines Ltd., 167/170, Fleet Street, London, E.C4., England, in co-operation with A.P. Films (Merchandising) Ltd., London Coliseum, St, Martins Lane, London, W.C.2., England, _ 
and printed in England by Eric Bemrose Ltd., Long Lane, Liverpool, 9. © 1966 City Magazines Ltd. and A.P. Films (Merchandising) Ltd. 


it looks just as pretty 
| The dress sells at from. 


° at_shops all over ti 
e to 
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35 BeseoRs <inPe 
5B ey te oper Ss 
s\ “cated set a ‘of Het 


YOURSELF A 
PRIZE PARCEL! 


TEN of these Tick-A-Tee 
dresses to be won! 


There's a chance here for you to win one of the gorgeous 
Tick-A-Tee dresses that are this week's FAB Club fashion 
choice. And there are fifty pairs of Lady Penelope Scanshoes 
for the runners-up, too! 


All you have to do Is look at the five parcels pictured 
below. Can you guess what is inside each one? If you re- 
arrange each of the sets of jumbled letters above the parcels, 
you'll soon find out, anyway! When you've decided what the 
parcels contain, write down your answers in the spaces 
provided on the entry coupon. Then fill in your FULL name, 
address and age, and state your correct dress length 
(check with your mum if you're not absolutely certain 
about this). Fill in your coupon as nicely as possible 
because the judges will also be taking age and neatness 
into consideration when selecting the winners. 


Post your entry to the address at the foot of the coupon 
to arrive NOT LATER than Tuesday, September 20. 


RULES 


ALL entries will be examined. Age and neatness will also 

be considered. The editor’s decision is final. Winners will 

be notified by post within three weeks after closing date MY : ‘ 

and their names printed in LADY PENELOPE as soon as 2 
possible. A complete list of rules is obtainable from the Y SHOE SIZE rials 7 ; f ; 

address on page 2 if a ready-stamped, addressed envelope 

is enclosed. DO NOT ENCLOSE ANYTHING ELSE 57 

WITH YOUR COMPETITION ENTRY COUPON. 
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Vhere’s always magic in the air when the enchanting Samantha is around! 


AT DARRIN'S OFFICE , ONE MORNING... 
YOU SHALL 
HAVE ONE...1F YOU 
HAVING ee 
Cpa B ines ae Lo | 4ANO THE CASSIDYY CASSIDY? (SVT 
helids ae a HE THE TEXAS RANCHER 
a 

Pn eee \ 


Che ay ON el MILLIONAICE WHO'S 
WS THIS 4 OPENING A WEW DUDE 

OLD CHALE LARRY... RANCH = 

SS EP/ KEEP ASKING YOU 

FOR A NEW ONE! 


ee 


HUM COMFORTABLE, 
THE GAM 
HE IN TOVIN AND SAM ./7'S IMPORTANT... 
HELL BSIAY AT YOUR \ Eee 


AACE MEME...) Gy yy, puype 
ee Bei a Ys 
MCE LOVE CHAT! | STEVENS pHETON 
LA AT YOUR SERVICE... 


sc 


a H\ 12 8e77£e WARN 
/ SAMs 
sa 
| 
‘ “ape V4 Mf 
- r 


Ns 
A 
= 
WN 


DARLING... HEY! 
THERESE SOMEONE 
AT THE 2OOR — 


THE NAMES 
CASSILY, MAAM ...7S 
THIS, THA GTEVENS. 


YES... 
2 LAA } 
HG Se ees \W_ AW GUESE 176 700 MUCH 


FARONER ... COME 
pes Gs 70 HOPE YOU MIGHT HAVE 
RIGHT UM: NOT IE 
A REAL RANCH STYLE THAT'S THE WAY 
PWELLING HERE, MA'AM... PME WANTS 17 — 
= oe o NOSE...TWITCALL 
& _\\ 
: hs. 
a6 


AND 4AM CHANGES THE DECOR... a \— 


SAY! THAT'S zi 
Van Lge 
HOPES. HEE THE 
REAL COWBOY TYPE 


WHAT Alf CALLS 
LkKE YOURSELF,  / 


LUKLRY LIVING. 


Ni os Z 
ae As )) U \J 
= f Ns SY /- 
=a INS 
18 FREE NEXT WEEK... A DAINTY COTTON HANDKERCHIEF INSIDE EVERY COPY LADY PENELOPE September 17, 1966 


ae 


DAFELING... } 
\ 1M HOMES YE 


Sit ee 
S TI Mi eI e 
ae Me RANTES Oe YUH BHOULON'T MY HUSBAND'S AN - 
: Me CASSIDY WEAR GUNS, WESTER EXPERT. SHOT, MR, CABS/O%.. 


\, LMEES Yor KWOW SHOW HIM. HOW YOu, CAN 
HERE ACHURES HOW TO U6E HOLE THIS DIME, ys 


NEXT MORNING... 


PZT 


HOWDY, PARONER! 
SORRY TO ROUBE 
YOU THB EARLY, BUT 
AHWE ATRAW 7O 
CATCH / 


AMAZING... 
AIN'T SEEN NOTHIN’ 
LIKE (T SINCE 


\ ANM/E OAKLEY iN 
ra HEP PRIME. 
— 


ee 


12L DRIVE VOU 70. 
THE STATION AFTEL fF 
BREAKFAST. 


60 SAM CHANGES THE 
AH SURE HOPED TWENTY HORSE-POWER 
WITH AT FOLK LIKE CAR TO THREE HORSE- 


YOU) WOULD HAVE 
POWER HORSES! AH SURE AIN'T GOT NO 


RESPECT FOR AMAN WHO E 
OH, DAREIN'S 
OMLY FOOLING... HES A 
CHAMPION HOPEEMAN 
REALLY — SHOW HUM, 
* DARRIN{ 


OH, PLEASE! 


A -O-SWE! 
ud you kKWoOW / DON'T 


WISH 700, MR vy 
CASS/lY'/ LIKE HORSES! 


AIDED BY SAM'S 
WITCHCRAFT , DARRIN SAY! THAT'S THE 
PUTS ON A DAZZLING ‘BEST BIT O' BRONCO 
DISPLAY... BUSTIN’ SINCE THE 
RODEO +IT TOWN! A 


LATER AT THE Orrice..J NO, THANE , 
— 


LARRY...OWCH! 12...\ 
WELL DONE, DARKIN, 
WEVE GOT THE CASSIDY 
ACCOUNT...TRY YOUR 


Sz 
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THE AQUAPHIBIANS REACT 
IN A STRANGE WAY... 


ABOARD ONE OF THE EVIL 
VESSELS, BUT AQUAPHIBIANS 
DISCOVER THEM... 


AS IF IN ATRANCE, THE 
AQUAPHIBIANS MOVE TO | 
he 


es 


He i youre 4 | 
OBEVE: 
THOUBHTS, 


B AATAER... 
Gea B07 Wier? 
y SS ME THOCOLTT S. . 
Re WERE IMPLANTED ADA 
W FEE MINES. _f 
EWN Me. 


THE NEXT ORDER 
1S VITAL... 


Oe 


TITAN'S. 
[\ WAREIORS / 


ani 

AMES 

AMAVE PR/AUTWE 
, YOUR 


VINCTA IS SAVED! 


WHILE PACIFICA REJOICES WITH VINCTA, 
THE EVIL TITAN SUMS UP THE SITUATION... 


60 APHONY 
IS A WEAPON Ge 


ME 
THe ANSWER! 
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